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"| can't find my hoodie. Bastian, have you seen it?" 


The young drummer was beginning to feel bad. Sylvain couldn't find his favorite black hoodie, the one he 
wore every day beneath his staple leather jacket. That was by design, though. Bastian had taken his boyfriend's 
hoodie and squashed it in the bottom of his own luggage. 


Their recent European tour had just ended last night in Munich. They were about to leave the hotel for 
the airport, and then they'd be back home in their respective countries for two months before they could see 
each other again. Bastian stole the hoodie so that he could sleep with it in Denmark and pretend Sylvain was 
there with him. He was embarrassed to ask to borrow it, thinking Sylvain would find the idea childish. 


The guitarist looked devastated. 


"Are you sure you didn't leave it on the bus?" Bastian tried. 


"| know | was wearing it when we checked into the room last night. | took it off and hung it next to my 


jacket. Bastian, you didn't accidentally mix it with your things, did you?" 
The Dane shook his head. 


"No. I've got my own hoodie, see?" Bastian pointedly stretched out his arms to show that he was wearing 


it. 
Sylvain frowned and began digging through his luggage again, making a mess. 


"Baby..." Bastian tried to get his attention. "Elskede... Mon amour, you can just use my hoodie if you would 
like." 


"Thanks, Bastian, but | really don't want to leave it behind if it's here somewhere. | know | had it on last 
night!" 


"Hell turn up, min elskede," Bastian promised, stepping over to his boyfriend and encircling him in a hug. 
When he released the older man, he began taking off his own hoodie. "Take mine. Look, it even has thumb 
holes!" 


Sylvain smiled at him and took the hoodie, shrugging it on. He poked his thumbs through the holes in the 


sleeves and showed Bastian. 


"See? That's not so bad," the drummer said, running his hands down his boyfriend's arms. "It'll turn up. 


Maybe it ended up with one of the other guys' things.” 


"Maybe," Sylvain sighed, looking resigned now. He began refolding his things and packing his backpack once 
more. Bastian watched him, still feeling mildly guilty. Sylvain loved that hoodie, had worn it for years. It had 


seen many tours, even a few prior to Bastian joining the band. And now he thought it was lost: 

But he was just borrowing it for a few months. He'd give it back next time they saw each other. 

Besides, Sylvain's smell would surely fade from it after some time. When it faded, he could return it, and 
perhaps trade it for the leather jacket, or Sylvain's Walking Shred t-shirt. Bastian smiled at the thought, happy 


to know he'd have something of his lover's to hold onto while they were apart. 


Bastian's guilt began to fade into a different sort of feeling as he admired the older man. Though he could 
tell he was still perturbed, the lines on Sylvain's handsome face had smoothed as he focused on packing. 


"You look really cute in my hoodie," Bastian noticed, biting back a flirty grin. His lover looked at him with a 


raised eyebrow. 
"You think?" 
"Certainly. Although | think you'd look even cuter without it! 
"Oh?" Sylvain looked confused. "I thought you said | could have it --" 
"That's not what | meant,” Bastian laughed. "| meant | want you without any clothes on | want you naked." 
"Oh" Sylvain set down the folded t-shirt that was in his hands. 
"| want you to fuck me," Bastian said. 


Brown eyes dilated as they met blue. Sylvain picked up his phone, checked the time, and showed it to the 


younger man. 
"We only have fifteen minutes," he said. 


"Well, then you better hurry up," Bastian told him, taking the phone and tossing it aside onto the bed. He 


pulled his lover in for a needy kiss, and Sylvain's immediate moan told Bastian they were right in sync. 


He allowed Sylvain to pin him onto the bed, strip him, and take control. Hopefully the older man would forget 
about the hoodie for now. At least Bastian could enjoy one more quick and dirty romp before they had to leave 
for the airport. 


That night, Bastian climbed into his bed, already feeling his heart aching for his lover. Sylvain was now a 
thousand kilometers away in eastern France. It would be several weeks until he could feel his embrace again 

He video called the man, balling up the stolen hoodie and pulling it close to his face. He inhaled. Smoky, 
sweat, hints of detergent and the cologne Sylvain used, as well as the natural, subtle scent of the man's skin. It 


was all there. He rested his cheek on it, smiling to himself. 


Sylvain answered after a few rings, and it was clear he was also getting into bed for the evening. He wore 


his glasses, and his silver hair appeared damp from a recent shower. 
"Hej, min elskede," Bastian greeted warmly. 


"Hey, mon ange," Sylvain replied, settling into his bed. Bastian heard the rustling of bedsheets. "How was 
your flight?" 


"Cé. cétait bien.?" Bastian tried. 

"Ah," Sylvain smiled, "not bad, mon ange. Your French is getting good" 
"Merci" Bastian told him. He paused. "| have a confession to make." 
"What's that?" Sylvain asked him, furrowing his brow in concern. 


"| stole your hoodie," the drummer admitted with a sheepish smile, gesturing at the balled up jacket 
beneath his head. "| was embarrassed to ask you if | could hold onto it while we were apart so that | could.. so 


| could smell like you when | wear it" 


"Wow!" Sylvain said. "Thank goodness! | was so worried it was lost” He chuckled. "Mon ange, you know you 


could have just asked me. | would have said yes. It's cute that you took it home with you." 
"I'm sorry," Bastian apologized, blushing. "I just thought you'd think it was stupid or something" 
"Not at all,” Sylvain told him. "Anything of mine is also yours." 
"Really?" Bastian bit his lip. 
"Of course." Affection shown greatly in his deep brown eyes. "Actually, hold on a moment." 


Bastian suddenly had a view of Sylvain's bedroom ceiling as his phone was set down. He waited, bemused, 
until Sylvain returned a moment later, now wearing something new. He showed one of his hands to Bastian and 


wiggled his thumb to show it was through the hole of a black sleeve. 
"My hoodie," Bastian smiled. 
"It smells like you," Sylvain said. 


"So does yours.” 


"This was a good idea, Bastian," Sylvain said. "| think we should trade clothing every tour. | like having a 


piece of you here with me." 
The younger one warmed at that. 


After they said good night, Bastian snuggled up with his boyfriend's jacket and inhaled deeply. The scent of 
his lover comforted him, and sleep took him easily. He hoped he'd sleep just as easily the next many nights, 


until they could be in each others' arms once more. 


